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I announced in my last letter the forthcom-
ing life of Davis. It will be preceded a week
or two by the Camelot edition of his essays,
which will be published on December first.
The editor is Mr. T. W. Rolleston, who has
had all through the assistance of Sir Charles
Gavan Duffy.

A short while since, literary London was
deeply moved by the suicide of the young
Jewish novelist and verse writer, Miss Amy
Levy. Many will take up with sad interest
the posthumous volume, A London Plane-
Tree, now in the press. She and her works are
so typical of our day. Social problems have
made us melancholy, and the old resting
places for the mind have been swept away.
Any poor heart otherwise overladen has a
hard time of it. Miss Levy had much in her
own life to make her unhappy, and all the
fretfulness of our age bore in upon her as well.
One day she could stand it no longer, and so
shut to her door and her window, and lighted
a pan of charcoal and died. Fame that so long
had turned from her awoke round her grave.
Reuben Sachs, her sad Jewish novel, has found
its meed of notability now. Man will turn
anywhere where life is, anywhere rather than
the dull round of meals and newspapers, even
towards a heart so strewn with salt and bit-